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Summary: Say that Desmond survived and got transported to Manhattan, 
where a certain virus lives. Will the Assassin's find him before the 
Templars? Will Gentek rise from the ashes? Read to find out. 


1 . Chapter 1 

Manhattan has always been a beautiful city, especially around 
Christmas. The lights hanging from buildings and trees made the 
already bright city even more so. The freshly fallen snow from that 
morning made everything look like it was in a holiday 
special . 

Although that didn't stop one man from having a nearly ever-present 
frown on his face. Said man was looking down upon the streets below, 
seeing how much had changed since the outbreak. With everyone 
smiling, playing around in the snow or ice skating, no one would have 
a clue as to what happened only a few years ago. 

The outbreak he- no, not him, Alex Mercer caused. He's not Alex 
Mercer, he's not the man the virus took the body of. He may have 
Alex's name, body, and voice but the way he acts is very different 
compared to that man. He would never leave Dana for years. He would 
try to fix what he broke. He may be a thing that consumes the bodies 
of people, but he's more human than the original Mercer. 

He shook his head, trying to get rid of those thoughts. He plunges 
too deep into his past when he needs to look to the future. Although 
it didn't get rid of the memories that weren't his own, they now come 
few and far between. Dana's proud of him, glad that he's helping the 
city rather than destroying it. Now he only consumes when he needs 
to, making sure that they deserve it. 

Suddenly, he feels a surge through his body. It's not the common one 
of when he uses his powers, but one of dread and anxiety. He 
immediately knows that something big is coming. Soon after. 



everything starts to shake. He had to get his balance so he wouldn't 
fall off the building, even if it did little to nothing to him. Old 
buildings started to crumble while the screens in Time Square started 
to glitch and go out. After a couple of buildings in need of 
demolition fell, the shaking stopped. He then surveyed the area to 
make sure no one got seriously hurt. A light began to fill the sky, 
more specially, the Northern Lights. Soon, the screens of Time Square 
lit up once more, showing the news of what had happened. Apparently, 
this happened everywhere in the world. Some places even had spikes in 
volcanic activity. But once the quakes stopped, every single place in 
the world had the lights dancing across the sky. 

He then began to jump from roof to roof, heading towards Dana's 
apartment. He needed to ask her what she might know about this, after 
all he had no clue that Manhattan could get earthquakes. Not to 
mention the Northern Lights. 

As he passed over a street, a bright light blinded him, causing him 
to cover his eyes. He nearly crashed into the building he was jumping 
to but adjusted himself just in time to plant his feet into the brick 
and slide down the side. He approached the area of the light and 
noticed something had crushed a car. As he got closer, he realized it 
was not a thing, but a man. Said man had the scent of burnt 
flesh . 

The man had tan skin that contrasted his white hoodie and blue jeans. 
His dark hair fit well with his skin tone. The scar on his lips was 
nothing compared to the burnt right arm though. I looked like someone 
had poured lava over his skin or shoved it into a fire. Alex picked 
up the man's other arm and checked his pulse. It was faint, but still 
there. He quickly picked up the man and held him tightly to his chest 
as he ran up the building and headed towards Dana's once more. This 
time with a much more important question. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>So how was that? Feel free to give 
feedback ! <strong> 


2 . Chapter 2 
**Dana's View ** 

You know, I would have never thought that my brother would become a 
virus with a blade arm. Let alone destroy an entire military force 
and make them go bankrupt. I thought that was the end of the 
weirdness, but when he came home after the quakes with a random guy, 
I knew that this was just the tip of the iceberg. 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><pXstrong>Alex ' s View <strong> 

I opened the door and found Dana working on her next story. I'm sure 
she'll manage to get a good scoop on what's just happened. "Dana, get 
some medical supplies." As I said that, she turned around and noticed 
the guy in my arms. She immediately got up and went to get the First 
Aid Kit . 



While Dana got everything, I laid him down on the couch. I checked 
his burn and noticed that it went under his sleeve. As I tried to 
take off this hoodie, it got caught on something on his right arm. 
When I pulled back the sleeve, I didn't expect a leather brace. The 
detail was astonishing, especially the large symbol that resembled an 
A. As I attempted to remove the brace, I pressed a mechanism and a 
hidden blade came out. Luckily, it didn't scrape the guy's hand, but 
it still surprised me. Why did the guy have this? 

I removed the brace from the guy's arm and set it on the side table. 
Then I took off his hoodie, revealing a black tee underneath. I set 
it next to the blade and focused my attention on the burn. It 
different looking compared to normal burns. It looked as though it 
was struck with streams of intense heat, rather than fire. Either 
way, he's going to have scars. 

"Got the supplies." I hadn't noticed that Dana came back. Too lost in 
thought I guess. "Do you know what might have caused this burn?" I 
asked, pointing to the odd burn. She studied it as she pulled out the 
burn cream. "No, but let me take a picture. Ragland might know 
something." She pulled out her phone and took one, then began 
applying the cream. As she applied the cream, I noticed the guy's 
face twitch. "He'll need painkillers when he wakes up." Dana put away 
the cream then pulled out some gauze. She chuckled, "No shit, 
Sherlock. Hell, I'll be surprised if he's not in pain when he wakes 


I go back to watching him as Dana wraps his arm. I notice his 
breathing hitch from time to time, feeling pain even though he was 
out. She soon finished wrapping his arm and puts everything back in 
the kit. "Mind taking him to the spare room?" 

-k -k \ k k 

As I come out of the room, I look back at the brace on the side 
table. I pick it up and bring it over to Dana. "Could you look up 
what this is? It was on the guy's arm when I tried to take of his 
hoodie." She takes it and begins to study it. "Careful," I quickly 
say, "there's a hidden blade that comes out if you press here." I 
then press down on the spot, the blade coming out once more. "Got it. 
I'll look it up after I send Ragland the picture. Now you go get some 
groceries, seeing as how I'm busy right now." I mentally sigh, not 
wanting to interact with people. I get her wallet and head out, 
deciding to get it done and over with. 

k k k 


><pXstrong>Third Person <strong> 

As the final intruder was killed, the group took a huge sigh of 
relief. The ground was covered in blood as the red liquid spilled 
from the enemies' dead bodies. Some had bullet wounds, the rest had 
stab wounds. Luckily, the equipment they brought had no damage done 
to it . 

"Well, that was bloody perfect, " a sarcastic male with an accent 
announced. "One second Desmond disappears; the next. Templars are on 
our asses!" He began to pick up the notes scattered about on the 
floor unless they were covered in blood. 



"Hey, at least they didn't get baby, Shaun," a woman with an 
optimistic tone said. "And now they can't get Desmond eithera€ 1 " Her 
tone fell to a somber one once she realized what she said. "God, I 
can't believe he's gone." 

"I admit; I'll miss that idiot." Shaun then put his head down, but 
quickly raised it back up. "But right now, we can't afford to grieve. 
We got to get going, Rebecca. Who knows how long till they're back?" 
He then shut down his computer and started taking down his 
station . 

There was a small beep on a computer and a different male, one much 
older, checked it. He quickly read the notice and then closed the 
laptop. "Shaun, look up any abandoned buildings in Manhattan. We may 
have found a new Assassin." 

Shaun nodded and quickly looked up the information. "There's a 
building in an old area that has no one living in it. Hell, there's 
no one for a few blocks . " 

The older man nodded and looked over to Rebecca. "We'll have time to 
grieve after we see who is looking up our weapons." She nodded, a 
frown on her face and began to unplug everything. 

The older man walked over to a golden ball and picked it up. The 
details on it looked ancient. 

_Desmond, I'm sorry we never really bonded like a father and son 
should. I shall make sure your name goes down in history within the 
Brotherhood. _ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Feedback is always appreciated! <strong> 


3 . Chapter 3 
Dana's** View** 

After I texted Ragland the burn picture, I started researching the 
weird brace the guy had, I started thinking about the quakes from 
before. Why did they happen all over the world? Not to mention why on 
Earth the Northern Lights showed up in places they normally could 
never be. I guess it could make a good story, that is if my 
co-workers don't do it first. 

I sigh and focus my attention back to the computer. It took some 
time, but the brace was seemingly used around the time of the 
Crusades. As I looked deeper into its history, I found that it was 
used for assassinations. Now that surprised me. I should probably 
hide this thing before the dude wakes up. 

I then stood up and took the brace to a small box that had a lock. I 
quickly rotated the numbers and put the brace inside. For good 
measure, I hid it on top of a bookshelf. I went back to the computer 
and continued looking up the brace. 

Alex soon came home with a frown on his face. "Hey Mister Grinch, 
what put you in a sour mood?" I said as I grinned at him. "People," 



he replied, a huff coming out soon after. He had at least six bags of 
groceries and walked to the kitchen. "Alex, after you put away those 
groceries. I'll tell you about the brace that guy had." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Alex ' s View<strong> 

God, why are people so pushy? Well, everyone except Dana. I wish I 
could just kill them, well, kill them without having Dana scold me. I 
know I should make my image better but when I'm doing everything in 
the shadows, it seems kind of pointless. 

After I put the groceries away I go back to her. "Okay, tell me what 
the heck is that thing." She pulled up a page that had various 
sources of where it originates from. "From what I gathered, the 
earliest recorded use of it was all the way in Jerusalem during the 
Crusades, but it could have been used way before that. It has been 
used everywhere in the world, and I mean everywhere. You name it, 
there's a recorded use of it." 

I was actually surprised, although I made sure not to show it. "Now 
here's my question, why did that guy have it?" Dana then went down 
the page a bit and pointed to a couple sentences for a paragraph. 
"Read this and you'll have your answer." 

The only known use of the hidden blade within the brace is for 
assassinations. Even though the recorded uses have diminished ever 
since the start of the 21st century, there are still recorded uses, 
but they are scattered across the world. 

"So, wait, you're telling me that guy is an assassin?" Dana shrugged 
at my response. "Maybe, or he could be a hitman. There's so many 
possibilities, but that seems the most logical." I look over to the 
spare room's door. She notices my attention was now away from the 
computer and sighs. "I can handle myself. Don't worry about him 
trying to kill me." I quickly turned my attention towards her. "I 
don't care. I'm not moving from that doorway till he wakes up." Dana 
sighs once more and focuses her attention back to the computer. 

"Fine, but you're going to have to change his bandages since you 
won't let me go near him now." I nod and walk over to the door, 
listening to know when he wakes up. 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><pXstrong>Dana ' s View<strong> 

Now that I have all this time to myself, I can research what happened 
all over the world. I then heard my phone vibrate and noticed that it 
was Ragland. I picked up my phone and read the text. 

_Dana, I'm going to be over there in an hour. That burn is quite 
serious and needs to be treated, aside from the usual burn cream. 

I'll make sure to give you extra medication for that man as that burn 
won't go away for at least 3 weeks. I'll tell you more about his 
treatment when I get there. _ 


Man, it's even more serious than I thought if Ragland is coming over. 
Better ask him if we need to move him or not. 



_Thanks Ragland. By the way, should we move him? He's in our spare 
bedroom right now and we can move him to the couch if it's easier to 
treat him there. _ 

After a few minutes, he responded. 

_No, it's better if you leave him where he is. You may agitate the 
burn, causing much discomfort to the man. _ 

_Okay, thanks again Ragland. _ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Alex ' s View <strong> 

"Hey Alex!" I was knocked out of my focus by Dana yelling. "What?" I 
replied. "Ragland is coming over in about an hour for the dude. Try 
not to give the unconscious dude a death glare while Ragland is 
working on his burn, okay?" I sighed and nodded. I get back to 
focusing on the man. Soon enough, I fell back into the trance of 
listening to the guy's heartbeat through the wall to know when he 
wakes up. After what felt like a few minutes, there was a knock on 
the door. Was I in a trance for that long? I heard Dana get up and 
open it and I heard a familiar voice. "Hello Alex and Dana. You said 
he's in the spare room?' I kept my gaze on the door. "Yeah. Don't 
mind Alex, he's being a little protective right now." They then 
walked into my field of vision and opened the door. As they walked in 
I kept the door open and watched all of them from the doorway. 

Soon Ragland unwrapped the man's bandages and applied some type of 
gel to the man's arm. He gave some cream to Dana and began 
instructing her what to do with it and when. I barely paid attention 
to the conversation as I watched the man. I noticed that the man had 
tensed up when the gel was applied but now he seems at peace. I guess 
the gel really helped. Soon enough the bandage was wrapped around his 
arm again, with Ragland bidding us both farewell. I stepped out of 
the way for him and Dana to walk by. As soon as they left the room, I 
closed the door and went back to focusing on his heartbeat. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>? ' s View <strong> 

I was reviewing the cameras over and over again. That one frame, that 
one frame that seemed almost impossible, yet so real. I zoomed in 
just as the two came into frame. I stopped it once more at that 
perfect shot. There he was, Desmond Miles. The Assassin who is 
thought to be dead, alive. But the man carrying him, he was quite 
dead, yet oh so alive. Looks like those two have that in common. 

"So Alex Mercer is helping Desmond Miles? One weapon ready to be 
taken, one item to be used." 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><pXstrong>I forgot to tell you guys the update schedule! I will 
update this story at least once a week . <strong> 


**Feedback is welcomed!** 



End 
f ile . 



